IN MEMORIAM

But brooding on the dear one dead,
And all he said of things divine,
(And dear as sacramental wine

To dying lips is all he said),,

I murmur'd, as I came along,

Of comfort clasp'd in truth reveal'd ;

And loiter'd in the master's field,
And darkened sanctities with song/

WITH weary steps I loiter on,
Tho' always under alter* d skie<?
The purple from the distance dies,
My prospect and horizon gone.
No joy the blowing season gives,
The herald melodies of spring.,
But in the songs I love to sing
A doubtful gleam of solace lives.
If any care for what is here
Survive in spirits render'd free,
Then are these songs I sing* of thee
Not all ungrateful to thine ear,
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COULD we forget the widow'd hour
And look on Spirits breathed away,
As on a maiden in the day
When first she wears her orange-flower !
When crown'd with blessing she doth rise
To take her latest leave of home,
And hopes and light regrets that come
Make April of her tender eyes;
And doubtful joys the father move,
And tears are on the mother's face.,
As parting with a long embrace
She enters other realms of love;